TALES OF DESTINT

bulky package, undoubtedly the precious harp in
fts wrappings.

"That was all there was to be said, and after a while
the crowd began to disperse. On every hand there
was loud acclaim for the Sheikh and his noble
generosity, and Devaka's gold chain, which she now
held timidly in her hand, was the object of many
admiring glances, and drew for her general words of
congratulation.

" At last all had gone their several ways, leaving
Baji Lai and his wife, Bimjee and myself, alone
beneath the pipul tree. A first look into each other's
eyes showed that we were all of the same mind. In
their excitement of the moment the unthinking
throng had approved; but for us there was nothing
but bitter disappointment.
" It was Baji Lai who first voiced his feelings.
" 'Chunda Das/ he said slowly, 'Sheikh Ahmed has
promised to recompense me for my losses; he has
given a costly present to my wife. We want neither
his gifts nor his promises. They are as dust to us. The
little we did for him was not done for gold. Yet we
took him into our home, and fought death for him,
and won. He left a valuable treasure under our roof
without consulting or trusting us. When this act of
his brought disaster on our heads, it was no thought
for Devaka or for me that brought him back in hot
haste. It was the possible loss of the harp that occu-
pied all his thoughts. When he came upon the scene,
he saw me tied and ready for the word to die. On the
roof he saw my wife with the flames already leaping
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